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and luxurious life ; read a thousand novels, basked in the woods,
watched Viola dance among the honcy-scmlcd pinrs, and closed
my eyes to her scientific destruction of lovely butJcrlly-Hfe. 1
went sometimes to the play or the opera (but Herbert liked
to go every night), slept much, and tried to learn German of
the multitudinous American visitors. But that first year of
our going there was long be/on; Maricnkid was sought after,
It was a little place, and the Grimes Krcu/, had the most delight-
ful rooms wherein to lodge.......while the arbour of the I lotol Weimar

was a place wherein one dreamed away the rating hours.

On our return, after a very happy three weeks, we stayed
a night at Frankfort. At Cologne (mainly through Herbert's
perfect German, which for some extraordinary reason no German
official could understand), we missed all trains, all connections,
lost our luggage, stormed and ravecl, and finally altered our
homeward route. I recall tins only because Viola, ami 1 delighted
to tease Herbert about his German which wo allied was too
good to be true.

Before we started on our autumn tour, all tin* plans were
put in being for Mr. Stuart Ogilvic's adaptation of llypatia,
which was to be Herbert's winter production at the Hay market.
Also Oscar Wilde brought us the scenario of A Woman of No
Importance, destined to prove such ati anui/.in^ success.

In the autumn our provincial tour began no further uiickl
than Islington; which reminds me of one of the few songs
(although as a boy he had a lovely chorister's voice) that 1 letbert
ever consented to sing in private lifts this was " The Bailiffs
Daughter of Islington " in French:

** II y avalt un gar^on,
Tr^s aimablc et tr&s boa/' etc,, etc*

He sang it delightfully to the old tune which I, as a child of
four, had been stood upon a table to warble,, gaining great
applause and many a prophecy by my pathetic rendering of
f< She died, sir, long ago/'

From Islington we went the usual round of towns ; finding
ourselves in the North, as I see by an isolated entry in my
diary: " My birthday in Glasgow. Herbert gives me lovely
fur coat, girls give me silver arrow, Supper-party/' "The